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Satire should like a polish’d razor keen, 
Wound with a touch that’s scarcely felt or seen.— LAD¥ MONTAGUE. 


** Political Pasauinades and Political Caricatures are parts (though humble ones,) of Political History. Thev supplyinformation as to the person and 
habits often as to the motives and objects of pubiic men, which cannot be found elsewhere.”—CROKER’S NEW WHIG GUIDE. 
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passant, we never did see how religion was better maintained by 
eating fish, than by making a dinner off agrarian animals. Is 
there any thing more pious in a salt cod, than in a sheep fresh 
from the pasture? Is there then such sanctity in the finny tribe ? 
We have seen cows, calves, and sheep, conduct themselves with 
quite as much decorum as fish, in fact, we have known fish very 
much misbehave themse!ves occasionally, and we know of no cause 
| why they should be looked upon as more sanctified food than 
butchers meat. However, so it is, and so we must be content for 
the present to let it continue. To return to, or rather, to begin 
upon our subject.—Our artist, touched with that beautiful spirit of 
Lentism, and Cross Bunishness, which is so proper at this moment, 
has offered to the public a tableau, in accordance with that 
sorrow ful spirit of meekness which is just now so happily preva- 
lent. It requires, perhaps, the greatest nicety to furnish a carica- 
ture upon any subject connected with religion, but, we flatter our- 
selves, that our artist has steered beautifully clear of any thing 
SN = ) like irreverence. It isa matter of history that Noah made a pun 
aS | a when he got into the ark, saying to his son, “ Atall events, we 
; shall never want provisions while we have Zam with us,” and if, 
at sucha moment, the good old man might be allowed to make a 
sorry jeu de mot, surely such a privilege will not be withheld from 
us, in the more enlightened wera of the nineteenth century. Our 
THE GOOD FRIDAY DISH. artist, who, in passion week, seems to be affected with the amiable 
. 3 3 ae weekness of passion towards the enemies of his country, has shown 
In the week of fasting, we almost feel r diffcnlty tn wring | as John Bull crucified by the church sinnagogians, who are agog 
Ficaro, for we know that we are providing a banquet, at a! for sin of any, and every description. There are two thieves, one 
moment when banquets onght not to be thought of. We know, | 9), either side, but we are requested to state, that neither of them 
in fact, that we are furnishing the most savoury dish, at a time eee ae for Mr. Horace Twiss, or Bishop Phillpotts. We shall 
when meat ought to be eschewed instead of chewed, and that alto- | ot trust ourselves to dwell longer upon this touching topic, but 
gether we are acting a part somewhat out of character with the we shall content ourselves with calling attention to the grand 
present particularly sombre period. However, there is one conso- Dance of Demons, at the foot of poor John Bull, and regret that 
lation abont the matter, which is, that the feast we give, is not a the royal Billy ae be made to trip it on the light Pamtantio 
feast for the body, but s feast for the mind, and ‘tant a Sow om great toe, in such excerable company. The devil and one of the 
spirits, is a flow of the souw/, or sole, which being in the fish line, is Bishops seem to be delighted with each other as partners, and— 
in character with the solemnity of the season. By the bye, en * © ere 
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‘‘Sure such a pair were never seen—So form’d to go to h—1 | 


together.” With this remarkable old English couplet, we refrain 
from pursuing further our most pious anathema of the enemies of 
improvement. 





OUR ECONOMICAL QUEEN, 


We have often had it in our power to praise our most gracious Queen 
for her economy ; and it is, indeed, a very comfortable thing to our feel- 
ings to be enabled to give her praise for any thing. The other day the 
Queen, walking in Brighton, was very much struck by a sheet of cari- 
catures which she saw in the window of a bookseller’s, and which turned 
out to be that gem of comic art, Seymour’s Scrap-Sheet. After having 
gone into the shop, she examined it with the greatest attention, and grin- 
ned over it with the greatest glee for about half an hour, and then natu- 
rally enough enquired the price of it. The bookseller, knowing it to be 
worth five shillings, asked only two-pence (the price at which it is bene- 
volently published), when her Majesty, having made several fruitless 
attempts to get it cheaper, wheeled out of the shop ina huff, and the 
words, ‘ Mein Cot,’ were distinctly heard as she evaporated. She, 
however, could not be content, having once seen the Scrap Sheet, to 
remain long without it, and she sent Lord Ely to try and get it at trade 
price. His Lordship first pretended that he was in the trade, but his 
extreme ignorance on all points having floored his pretensions of beloug- 
ing to so enlightened a body, he, in his own name, ventured to ask the 
usual allowance, as he wanted it to sell again. The bookseller very pro- 
perly refused this accommodation, and his Lordship at last consented to 
pay the price asked, and very reluctantly forked out twopence. The 

ookseller, being a man of exceeding urbanity and fine moral feeling, 
offered to send the sheet to his Lordship’s house in town ; and even 
offered, knowing the value of his precious charge, to bring it up under his 
own care to London, as he was about going there. Lord Ely, however, 
would hear of no such thing, and insisted on its being forwarded to the 
Pavilion. Now, our only conclusion must be this. There is no Lord 
Ely ; and it was one of the Queen’s lacqueys, who had been sent with 
instructions to get the picture-sheet at a reduced price, but not to lose 
the chance of getting it at its proper cost, if not otherwise. Such ex- 
treme shabbiness is deserving of our severest castigation. We like eco- 
nomy; but we wish the Queen would be more economic of the impor- 
tation of money into her pocket, as well as of the exportation out of it. 





AN ODD FISH. 





We have not the pleasure of a personal acquaintance with Codd, the 
new-made magistrate; but Codd 1s certainly as odd a sort of fish as we 
have heard of for some time past. It appears that about 802 persons 
were brought before Codd on summonses for refusing to pay Church 
Rates, and he dealt with them all ina most urbane and facetious man- 
ner. For one he had a joke, for another a sentiment, for a third a dogina, 
for a fourth an apothegm, but for every body a conviction. One of his 
raciest bits, during the morning, was his proving to a poor devil that had 
scarcely a bit of shoe to his foot that he was represented in the House of 
Commons. The poor fellow complained that he had no means of pay- 
ing Church Rates, and that, though he was well taxed, he was not at all 
represented. ‘ Come,’ said Codd, ‘don’t try and gammon the Bench 
—it won’t do. Can’t you petition Parliament, saying that you are not 
represented.” The man replied in the affirmative. ‘ Then,’ said Codd, 
‘if any one presents your petition he represents you of course.’ This 
is Codd’s comfortable way of arranging universal suffrage, but we are 
very much afraid that the unrepresented will not be contented with this 
kind of settlement of the great question. Codd might as well say to a 
starving wretch,—*“ Why, my man, I’ve had my dinner, and of course, 
ong you appeal to me, you must, through me, have had your dinner 
also. 





THE CIVIL WAR. 


The Civil War that has so long agitated Pentonville,and shook 
the very foundations of society down to the very extremities, is, at 
last, about to be brought, one way or the other, to a termination. 
We will at once lay before our readers all the correspondence we 
have from that quarter :— 
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Pentonville. 

This morning a tremendous column of dustmen poured down 
the main street, and having turned sharply into the New Road, 
succeeded in surprising the beadle of Myddleton Square, by knock- 
ing his hat over his eyes. They then took up their position at 
the back of the House of Correction, determined to meet their 
foe. Their eyes glared with terrible resolution—their brawny 
frames were convulsed with apparently resistless fury. They 
swore they would either conquer, or fall, but as no foe appeared, 
they did neither, and after having had a game at leap frog, they 
dispersed. 

Calthorpe Street, March 19th. 

Early this morning, Sniggins, the beadle, reconnoitered very 
valiantly, the scene of actiou, beforeany onecame. ‘The enemy 
was not in sight, and he expressed himself in the most confident 
terms at the result. A suspicious looking cabman having appear- 
ed, Sniggins retired behind the out-post, that is, the lamp-post. 
The cabman having passed on, Sniggins, with his usual intrepi- 
dity, continued his reconnoitring, and hearing shouts—in quite a 
contrary direction, determiped to remain where he was, and face 
the worst. The shouts afterwards seeming to approach nearer, 
he hastened away perfectly satisfied. 

New Road, March 14th. 

This morning, one of the most desperate and dusty affrays ever 
known, took place in the New Road, near the Angel, at Isling- 
ton. The parochial party, under the general command of Snig- 
gins, including an immense body of beadles, whose blue capes, 
blowing in the northern breeze, had an invigorating effect upon 
the spirits who wore them. In addition to the parish engine, 
they had a number of shells, (principally oyster, but partially 
cockle and periwinkle,) besides the official canes, which alone 
were sufficient to spread terror and consternation into the advers 
party. Muddlefuddle, with a large division of charity boys, was 
waiting in Kenton Street, for a signal to advance, and Tim- 
kins was locked up, as a reserve,in the station-house. Ata 
signal that had been agreed upon, and at which they were all to 
have moved upon one point, nothing could have been finer 
only they did not hearit. The result was, that they all stood 
stock still,and underwent a severe peppering of cabbage stalks, 
&c., from the enemy. At this important juncture, everything 
seemed to depend upon resolution, but as there happened to be no 
one to resolve, nothing was done, and things remain in statu quo 
for the present. 

City. 

The news from the New Road, has had a very deadening 
effect upon the markets. As no action took place, sticking 
plaster, which it was expected would have been in demand, fell 
down to a mere nothing. It has caused some satisfaction in the 
City, to hear a report, that the parochial government have ar- 
ranged with the Mendicity Society for part of their tickets for 
soup, but by so many of them being issued, the market becomes 
glutted, and as people can’t be eating pea soup all day long, 
the pressure may be felt severely. The following were the closing 
prices :-— 

Sprats 
Jamaica Rum 


English Gin 


2d. 
9d, 


hd. 





AN AUTHOR’S BENEFIT. 


| Fox Cooper, whose cunning is as considerable, as his name im- 
plies, succeeded in hooking in the public tothe Strand Theatre, 
a few evenings ago, to a benefit. Fox had very ingeniously 


_raked together a company from the unemployed of the other 


_ theatres, and had provided an entertainment which, for length, 
| seemed to be an experiment what length he might possibly go 
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with the public, The performances began with a Shakesperian 
Selection, which was enacted by two gentlemen, neither of whom 
could be persuaded to leave his damnable faces and begin. Iago, in 
particular, instead of doing his part, seemed abashed at the 
black looks of Othello, and excited, by his gooselike idiotcy, the 
black looks of his audience, Othello, who seemed imbued with 
such dignity, as he had probably picked up from an_ occasional 
strut upon the boards of the Theatre Royal, Catherine Street, 
was evidently indignant at the inefficiency of the Iago, and cer- 
tainly in the acting of Iago there was nothing at all for Othello 
to be jealous of. The Shakespearian Sketch ended in a_ hoot, 
in which the audience and orchestra joined, and Jago then came 
on, saying, he could act, but Othello could not, and then Cooper 
came on,and swore Othello could act, but Iago could not ; and 
for what we know, Othello may be a very fine actor, but as he 
never opened his mouth, we can’t say, though we understand, for 
his own satisfaction, and feeling determined to have a shy out 
somehow, he went through the third act of Othello, with Fox 
Cooper privately, in the dressing room, and when he came to— 
‘ Death and damnation, oh!" he took the corner, a /a Kean, with 
such vigour, that at the word ‘ Damnation,’ he knocked his head 
against the wall, and ‘ Oh!’ was the most natural thing he said 
during the whole of the performance. The gentleman wot volun- 
teered to do Iago, but did the Fox instead, is a Mr. Wilkes, who 
is rather fond of doing in the theatrical world, but doing people 
off the stage is more in his way, than doing them on. His name 
is Mr. Masseres Wilks, and he has a brother, who keeps a book- 
stall, and who evincel avery strong disposition to do Douglas 
Jerrold, and he did him accordingly to a tune, which we could, if 
we liked, publish. In fact, doing seems to run in the Wilkes 
family. Many other mishaps occurred, and among them was the 
volunteering of a gentleman to dance a hornpipe, which he did 
with such alarming vigour, that it was found necessary to drop 
the curtain in the midst of it. Cooper himself acted a part in 
his own ‘ Deserted Village,’ and without being suspected of any 
overwhelming flattery, we must be allowed to call him ‘ the best 
of the bunch.’ As a friend of his remarked, he only wants ease, 
self-possession, a thorough conception of his part, and a know- 
ledge of how to give it effect, to make him a very passable actor. 
Such, we hear, is his own opinion of his own capabilities; but 
to cunning the astute Fox seems to add modesty. All joking 
apart, had we criticised him, we should have spoken much more 
favourably of him, than he has spoken of himself. We think he 
has many requisites for the stage, and as his anthorship does not 
probably engross all his precious time, we don’t see why he 
should not turn actor, as well as some more industrious authors 


bave doue before him. 





THE AFFAIR OF THE VIXEN: 


Our innocent curiosity has been greatly excited by a very great mass 
of debating, and commenting, and fuss-making, under the title of the 
affair of the Vixen, It appears that the Emperor of Russia has seized 


a British vixen, but as we know what English virens generally are, we | 


can only suppose that the awocrat will get the worst of it, and that, 
figuratively speaking, he will burn his fingers. When the King (God 
bless him) heard that the Vixen had been cruising, and was seized, his 
naturally affectionate disposition induced him to think immediately of 
his Adelaide; but hearing that the Queen was not then out upon a 
cruise, but snugly closetted with her Chamberlain (How strange), Wil- 


A STRANGE CUSTOM. 


We learn, from the foreign news in the journals, that the Queen of 
Portugal's pregnancy has been publicly announced, and that salutes were 
fired from the castles, as is the custom, in honour of the occasion. The 
custom of publicly announcing the pregnancy of her Majesty is, in the 
first instance, queer enough ; but in that delicate situation a little quiet 
would, we think, be better for her Majesty than a tremendous row of 
artillery. A round of twenty pounders is not precisely the sort of thiag 
for a lady in her Majesty’s situation. It is quite as bad as making poor 
old William’s head ache with the Tower-guns on each anniversary of his 
birthday. 





TITLED CHAMBERMAIDS. 





The Emperor Nicholas is expected at Odessa, at the palace of Prince 
Woronzoff, so the papers inform us; and they add, that the nobility will 
on this occasion act plays. If the nobility, instead of performing pieces 
at home, in this country as well as in Russia, would visit the regular 
theatres, they would be acting much better than they ever can act on the 
stage. The nobility here—and we dare say it is much the same in Rus- 
sia—are remarkable for their awkwardness and total want of grace; their 
complete gaucherie, in fact, and utter destitution of all ease or elegance. 
The Marquis of Londonderry used to be a good hand at low comedy, 
and when rolling dead drunk upon the stage, as Marmaduke Magog, he 
was allowed to be much more at home than in the very ill adapted cha- 
racter of politician, which he delights to figure in. But the most amusing 
part of the Russian tomfoolery is the following mysterious paragraph :— 
‘It is delightful on these occasions to observe the Countess ,of Woron- 
zoff, a lady so rich and so greatly esteemed, performing the part of a 
chambermaid.’ For our parts, we du not see how any interest can attach 
to a chambermaid’s duties, however rich or esteemed the individual who 
performs them. Emptying a slop-pail is emptying a slop-pail, all the 
world over; and whether it is done by Betty, the housemaid, or the 
Countess of Woronzoff, we question the taste which can regard such a 
process with interest. 





A SONG FOR THE BISHOPS. 





The bloody and determined howl of war to the knife, set up by the 
Bishops, in defence of tithes, has induced us to give them a song, which 
we are sure Phillpotts will sing with particular gusto. It is to the spi- 


rited air of 
‘¢ Tet Fame sound the trumpet.” 


Let the Church sound the trumpet, and cry to the war— 
Let the Lords but re-echo, re-echo the strain— 

The full tide of Church Rates may flow from the poor, 
And the Bishops may smile, may smile at their pain. 

The treasures of lying let Phillpotts display, 
Let Kenyon get drunk o’er his bowl, 

But we’ll have our Church Rates, whatever they say— 
We will, though we damn every soul. 


Let Lyndhurst unfold the rich bribes to our view, 
Which, from turning and shuffling, he’s gain’d ; 

But the Church Rates—the Church Rates—to them we are true, 
Though the heart’s blood to get them be drain’d. 

What’s honour ?—all trash! What’s truth but a name ? 
What’s honesty? All very fine. 

However dishonest or desperate the game, 
The Church Rates—the Church Rates be mine! 





BURDETT, THE APOSTATE. 





liam the Fourth was perfectly satisfied, A great deal of speculation has The electors of Westminster have, with good reason, felt themselves 
arisen as to who and what this Viren is. Some think it is the Mar- | much aggrieved by the position into which they have been thrown by 
chioness of Londonderry to whom the Autocrat has taken a fancy; and | their representatives. Evans is, however, doing some good, if he is not 
as the Marquis gets an occasional douceur out of the Emperor, the sub- | actually representing W estminster ; for he is cutting down the Carlists 
ject is of course one on which, knowing the habits of some fawning | abroad instead of cutting down estimates at home, and, acting in his 


English husbands, we cannot help speculating. Whoever the Vizen may | capacity of general, he is doing general good to the universal cause of 
be, we think the seizer will have the worst of it. | liberality. But Burdett, who is not in the military line, nor in the civil 
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line either, if we may judge from his lette1s, ought at least to make him- 
self useful in the House, one way or the other, if only as a supernume- 
rary to prevent the House being counted out upon slack occasions. But, 
instead of that, he is almost always absent from his post; and even 
when he does go to it, he does more harm than good, by his old woman- 
ish imbecility. ‘The electors have, at last, got so thoroughly disgusted 
with Old Glory that they have refused to stand it any longer, and have 
formally demanded of him what his opinions really are. The shuffling 
old fellow seemed to be determined never to shew any decision, One way 
o: the other, and he stvod tottering between Whiggism and Toryism, 
like the tomb of the prophet, between earth and heaven. At last, dear 
De Vear, who nursed Burdett in his Radicalism and right feeling, and 
would still nurse him in his second childhood of drivelling imbecility— 
dear De Vear was selected to pop the portentous question to Burdett of 
‘What are you?’ Burdett, at first, with his usual imbecility and strong 
propensity to sneak, for a long time delayed answering, and dear De 
Vear handed the job over to Pouncey, as nothing could be done by dear 
De Vear towards getting a settlement of the long agitated question of 
* What the devil can old daddy Burdett be up to?’ Pouncey, how- 
ever, pounced upon him, and put the question plump; so plump, in 
fact, that it was the most disagreeable plumper old Burdett ever encoun- 
tered. There was, in fact, no getting out of it, and he has been com- 
pelled at last to answer the question of ‘What is your opinion of the 
present Ministry?’ What does the reader think it is? Why, the old 
fellow has actually had the d—d impudence to libel the whole Ministry, 
with whose principles in early life he professed himself so much enrap- 
tured. But, at all events, we now know him, and how to deal with him ; 
and we do most confidently hope that the electors will treat him as he 
deserves to be treated, by calling upon him to resign his seat at his very 
first convenience. In these days the people of any large constituency 
cannot afford to play the political game, with a dummy for a partner. 
But Burdett has shewn himself worse than a dummy in this ‘instance, for 
he is, in his heart, opposed to those whose interests he is sent to advo- 
cate, and whose opinions he has a right to represent. 





THEATRICALS. 





All the Theatres have been closed this week, with the view of making 
extensive preparations fir the Easter holidays. To begin with the King’s 
Theatre, we are promised a new Opera of ‘ Belisario’ cn Easter Tuesday. 
We need not tell our readers that ‘ Belisario’ was the classical big beggar- 
man, whose petition for a halfpenny has been handed down to p»sterity in 
the fine old Latin sentence, *‘ Date Obolum Belisaiio.’ In these days a 
man’s asking for a halfpeuny would hardly be thought worth being made 
the subject of au engraving and an opera—but that we have nothing to do 
We rather fear for the fate of the new Opera, if it is to be sustainod 
by Laporte’s present company. The Italian Opera is generally good, but in 
this instance it is *‘ present company excepted.’ Blasis is gone, and Gian- 
noni is not fit to sustain the ‘ prime donne’ in opera. As to poor Mademoiselle 
ce Angeli, her voice is as weak as the consumptive chirp of an asthmatic 
blackbird; and though it is all very pretty, and the singing, if heard, may 
be very pretty, and the young lady is said to be very pretty, yet it is no- 
thing more than a pretty piece of business altogether, and nothing like what 
we havea right to expect at the King’s Theatre. Miss Wyndham makes a 
very fair second contralto, and Catone is a respectable tenor; and though 
either would be first :ate in other places, they are less than second rate 
here, where so much having been done, as much is again naturally looked 
for. We shall, however, suspend the severity of ciiticism until we see 
whether Laporte will redeem his vast promises, 

Drury Lane will have much to struggle with. All the best of the Minors 
will be in full force against it, and Bunn, by way of opposing them, gets up 
that trashy, and we had hoped long since banished melodrama called ‘ Valen- 
tine and Orson.’ We have heard Bunn called a clever manager, and we 
think he is so; but his arrangements for Easter are as wretched as could be 
with his present company. Macready and Vandenhoff at Covent Garden, 
Vestris in full play, Braham in full play, Yates in full play, and the Strand 
in operation also against him, will we think, and indeed we fear, settle 
Bunn’s business. We regret this extremely, for Bunn has made, undoubt- 
edly, great struggles, and we are sorry to see him writhing in the last agunies 
of lesseeship. 

Vestris begins on Easter Monday, with a new piece, founded on Po pe’s 
‘Rape of the Lock.’ It isa subject well worthy of the theatre, and we 
have no doubt she will do full justice to it. 


Braham will, we have no doubt, continue his grand hit of the * Postilion,’ 
with, we presume, some extensive Easter novelty. 


with. 
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Yates has advertised the ‘ Daughter of the Danube,’ hoping, we suprose, 
that the Danube on the stage may overfluw the audience, Mrs. Honey is to 
be the daughter of the Danube—but the affair might just as well be called 
The Child of the Cesspool. M/s. Fitzwilliam is a clever woman, and a pro- 
digious addition to the Adelphi Company. 

Hammond opens the Strand Theatre on Monday with three of Jerrold’s 
pieces ; the first being a oew one, and the two latter being old. The first 
is called ‘ The Galantee Show, or Mr. Peppercorn at Home.’ We perceive 
the name of Mr. Hammond stands conspicuously forward as almost the only 
principal performer. This system succeeded last year, but whether it will 
succead this year under the altered circumstances of the times is another 
question. Last season the Strand was almost without any direct competi- 
tion; but now it will have the op;osition of the St. James’s as well as the 
Adelphi and Olympic in its immediate neighbourhood. We wish every 
success to the undertaking, but we think Hammond must launch out a little 
in the way of expenditure, if he h pes to stand his ground against so much 
and such powerful rivalry. 





TO OUR READERS. 


In order to follow up the splendid series of 
THEATRICAL PORTRAITS, 
So auspiciously commenced with those of 


FORREST, KEMBLE, AND LISTON, 


we have placed in the hands of our artist a first-rate drawing of 


MR. CHARLES MATHEWS 


in one of his most popular characters, which will be ready on 


SATURDAY, APRIL 8, 1837. 


*.* A few of the numbers with the Portraits of Forrestand C. Kem- 
ble are still on hand. 


No. 275 with a Portrait of Liston, is also on sale. 


MORISON’S PILLS. 

NHIS MEDICINE cannot be held genuine unless the words 

*“MORISON’S UNIVERSAL MEDICINES” are engraved on 
the government stamp, affixed to each box, in white letters upon a red 
ground ; itis the only security tothe public of its genuineness, and there- 
fore highly important that it should be particularly observed by ali who take 
the medicine, as many spurious imitations are now in circulation. 

No Chemist or Druggistis allowed to sell ‘MORISON’S PILLS.” 
and the Public is hereby cautioned against purchasing the medicine of 
them. 

General Depots in London :—Medical Dissenter Office, 368, Strand ; 
Mr. Field, 65, Quadrant, Regent Street; Midland Branch, 19, Red Lion 
Square; Western Branch. 56, Connaught Terrace; Mr, Lofts, Clty Agent, 
Park Place, Mile End Road; Mr. Haslitt, 118, Ratcliffe Highway; Mr. 
Chappell, Royal Exchange. 











Just Published, Price One Penny Each; or, Five Shillings and Sixpence 
per Hundred. 
ORRORS of the WHIG POOR LAWS. The SOMERSET 
HOUSE STARVERS, versus A CLERGYMAN OF THE 
CHURCH OF ENGLAND. 





NHE FOLLOWING SUCCESSFUL DRAMAS by J. B. Buck- 
STONR, are now published, price Sixpence each :— 
THE TWO QUEENS.—THE DUCHESS DE LA VAUBALIERE. 
AGNES DE VERE.—THE DREAM AT SEA. 


THE WRECK ASHORE. THE CHRISTENING.—VICTORINE. 





Part 4. of PIERCE EGAN’S 
ILGRIMS OF THE THAMES IN SEARCH 
NATIONAL! is now ready— Price One Shilling. 


OF THE 


In Numbers at One Penny, Parts at Fourpence, and Complete in One 
Volume, price Six Shillings, 
ALES OF THE SEA;; or, interesting Narratives of Shipwrecks 
Fires, and other Disasters of the Ocean. 


London :—W. STRANGE, No. 21, Paternoster Row; Sold by 
Wakelin, 1. Shoe-lane, Fleet Street; No. 21, Stonecutter-street, Farringdon-street ; 
No, 126, Strand; Purkess, Compton Street, Soho; Clements, Pulteney-street; Lewis, 
Manchester; Cooper, Birmingham; Mrs, Mann, Leeds; Heywood, Manchester; J.G. 
Smith, 24, Scotland Road, Liverpool; H. Robinson, 11, Brunswick-place, Trongate, 
Glasgow ; and all Booksellers. 






































